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on to the tail of the score of The Seven Pillars. The tail of the
score! I'm an optimist, if I think that the worry and shame of that
book aren't only just beginning.
Your picture-show must be going forward fast, to judge by a
telegraphed paragraph headlined in the papers here a day or two
ago5 in which G.B.S. suggests my being offered Bachelor quarters
in Blenheim, and other sad things. It's a pity people don't
generally realise that I can make the most lovely bubble and
squeak of a life for myself, without their contributing any
ingredient at all. However. The cat's away.                      T.B.S.
Intentionally C. is not mentioned in this letter. I hope she is
over it, well.
Did you get 4 well-bound copies of The Seven Pillars?
298:   TO S. L. NEWCOMBE1
24.11. 27                                                                              \Karachi"\
Monster, Look how your envelope wandered over the whole
wide East! But it caught me up at last, like the Hound of Heaven.
Your picture is that of a ferocious imp. Rifle and equipment!
I'll try & send you a photograph of me like that. I look blood-
thirsty too, then. You should hear (or rather you shouldn't hear)
what airmen mutter beneath & above their breaths when the
officers tell us to come out and play with them publicly! It's a
dreadful insult for an airman to be disguised as a soldier. Even
for a moment. And we look such jokes. You see I haven't
managed to get a real photo of myself. There is a camera in our
room, but its owner isn't very good at using it, yet. However he
is getting better. And meanwhile here is what is called a bust of
me. A bust is a thing appropriate in my case. I have deserveds
provoked, encouraged, more than one bust in my day. This one
was done by an artist called Eric Kennington, in England last
December. So it is quite the latest. In gilt brass. That also is
appropriate, as a metal. You will have to learn that word APPRO-
PRIATE. It keeps on bobbing up today.
Love & brickbats to yourself. My regards to your mother.
Tell your father I salute him with both hands.                   T.E.S,
1 Aged seven.